
„ ff ^he Tr&gcdie cf Hamlet 

Holla, Barnardo. ~ ' 

Bar. S ay , what is Horatio there f 
Bora. A pceceofhim. 

B * r - ^ co ^e^ftV, welcome good Ocellus, 

Z: ' 3p “ rd ^-ne , oni g h,- 

War. Horatio faies tis but our fantafie. 

And will not let belie'e take holde ofhim 
Touching this dreaded fight twice f eenc ofW 
Therefore I haue lnrreated him alon g , 

With vs to watch theminuts of this night, 

£_hat it againe this apparifion come, 
riemay approoue our eyes and fpeake to it 
Hora. I ulh,tufli, twill notappeare. 
fyr- Sitdownea while. 

And let vs once aga.ne afTaileyour eares, 

T mi are io fortified .igainftour ftory. 

What we haue two nights feenc. 

Hoya. We!i,fitwedowne, ; 

And l^t'vs.heaie Burnardol peake of this,' 

Hay. Laft night of all, 

Vj^hen yond fame < larre thats weaftward from the pole. 
Had made his courfe t'jllunie that part of heauen P ' 

Enter Gboft. 

at. Peace, breake thee of, looke-where it comes againe. 
Bar. In the fame figure like the King thats dead. 

Mar. Thou art a fcholler, fpeake to it Horatio. 

£\ °* e . s . a not , i,ke Peking r’markeirff^. 

Mar. Spenke to it Horatio. 

Hw. What art thou that vfurpft this time ofni^ht, ’ 

To. «!,„ w..l. rhatfaire n„d wrfkc forme. “ 

In which the Mareflie of buried Denmark. 

Bar* Sec icftaukes away* 



Prince of Denmrfc 
mA , Stay, fpeake, fpeake, I charge thee fpeake. ZxkCbfi, 

-Mm Tis ff one and will not anfwere. 

Bar' How now Horatio, you tremble and Iookepale 
Is not this fomthing morethen phantafie . 

W »rBrforeryGodImight not this bdieuc. 

Without the fencible and true auouch 

Ofmineowneeies. 

TAay- Is it not like the Kin s; f 

Hora. A s thou art to t hy felfe. 

Suchwasthe very Armor he had on. 

When he the ambitious Horway combated, 

Sofrownd heonce,whenin an angry parle 
He fmot the fleaded pollax on the ice. 

T, Mar* thus twice before, and iump at this dead hourc. 

With martiall ftauke hath he gone by our watc h. 

‘ Hora. In what perticular thought, toworkel know nor, 

But in the grofle and fcope of mine opinion. 

This bodes’iome ftrange eruption to our ftate. 

Mar. Good now fit downe, and tell mehe that knoweSj 

Why this fame ftrikt and moftobferuant watch 
So nightly toiles thefubieft of the land. 

And with fuchdaylv coll ofbrazon Cannon 
And forraine marte, for implements of warre. 

Why fuch impreffe of fhip- writes, whofe fore taske 
Does not deuide the Sunday from the weeke. 

What might be toward that this fweaty haft 
Dothmake the night ioynt labourer with the day, 

Who ift that can informe mee f 
Hora. That can I. 

At leaft the whifper goes fo ; our Iaft King, 

Whofe image euen but now appear’d to vs, 

Was as you knowe by Fortinbrajje of Horway, 

Thereto prickt on by a moft emulate pride 
Dar’d to the combat j in which our valiant Hamlet, 

(For (b this fide of our knowne world efteemd him) 

Did flay this For:inbraJ)'c> who by a feald compaft 
^YeU ratified by law e and heraldy 
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